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THE MILAN EXCHANGE.

any blots, I'll give you ualf a crown l.oi
spend at school.™

———— Having said this, Mr. Cuothlll vetived, |
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LITTLE CARROTSON’S HOLIDAY.

Mr. Cutbill was 4 busy lawer, a
bachelor and not very fond of children,
80 that his married. sister, who lived in
the country, made o mistaky when she
wrate to beg that he would provide a
day and an evening's amusement for
little Carrotson, who was returning to
Westminster School after his Christmas
holidays., The was due at histutor's
house¢ in Dean's Yard on a Wednesday;
but Mr. Cutbill's sister suggoested that if
he came up to London on the Tuesday
her brother might make him spend an
agreenble day and take him to seea
puntomime afterwards. Little Carrot.
son was not related in any way to Mr.

Cuthbill's sister, but he was the son of a | attained proficiency.

friend of hers, and was said to be an in-
telligent boy, well worth knowing.
My, (hithill consented to entertain the
youth, ‘and litfle Carrotson accordingly
arrived at the lawyer’s private residence
in Gower street one January morning,
towards half-past nine, It was rainin
hard, and Mr, Cutbill thought it woul
never do to take the boy out of doors in
such weather, He would be getting
wet feet, enteh cold, and so forth; bLe-
sides, the lawyer was absolutely obliged
to go to his offive for two or three hours;
50, a5 soon as Carrotson had been in-
gtalled opposite a cup of coffes and a
sausage, Mr. Cutbill said to him, in a
tone that wis meant to be paternal:
“ Look here, James; ean 1 trust you to
be a good boy while I am out? I shall

ba hﬂk‘k fui‘ lunl:l.lﬂou- and then l'u&ﬂk& whother she would marry me, angd that must

you to soe the wax-works, and in the
evening we'll goto Drury Lane,  So, as
‘oll're going to have two treats to-day,
i hope }uu'h koap out of mischief.”

* Oh, certainly, if you wish it," said
little Carrotson, eyeing tha Inwyer with
BOINe sUr'prise.

* If you'll mind notto leave this room,
and not to play with the fire, I'1) see if
I have any pictura baoks,? * = *

“*Don't trouble yourself, sir,” an-
swered the boy, on whose chubby face
there was a slighl. flush of offended dig-
nity., *There's a friend of mine who
lives in the neighborhood, and 1 thonght
of }W"ﬁ o hunt bim up,™

*A friend? 1s he s boy, like your-

gt

“ Well, ha's fourteen,”

It was so long sinee Mr. Cutbill had
been a oy that he had forgotten all the
habits of the species and the manner of
addressing them, In the red-headed,
blue-eyed, merry-faced Ind before him
he saw only a mere child who wanted
to go and plash about in the rain, per-
haps, to muke mud ples und to be run
over by cabs, “Nag, I must positively
forbid that,” he said. **You are under
my charge to-day and must do as I tell
you. Think what your mamma would
say if you ware: bronght home on a
streteher,' * Then, suddenly, 'a lm‘ﬂ;ry
thought oceuyred to Ae Cutbill. ¥
should he notset the boy to do a little

PR

whole one; so he darted out of the room
and returnell with' his washing book.
*Look here, James; I'll see how vou
esn do sums.  Just go through this
book, add up all the weekly accounts of
the past quarter, and then divide the
total of the number of weeks so as to
ot 4t the ave of my weekly expend-
ture. If you do all that cortectly by
the time 1 return, and without making

tmfrmd nnd etrang; | half hour.

Cuatblll; they callthem * howling spobe.™
The egregions **cheek " of fortidding
Carrotson 1o play with the fire,” amld
the ritter villsiny of comprlling him to do
sums in a house where he had come ns
a ghest i holiday tihoe, could only be
wmtohed by the impudent offer of hnlf o
erown to one who had no less than four |
sovercigns in his pocket. The whole
thing was indeed #o “rich® that after
a brief spell of speechless indignation
Carratson lnnghmtw He took up the
lnwyer's “beastly” washing book, and
throngh the work set him in half an
i, after which he m.:dehd some 31; >
plemen ave s of his own. ¢
cam teu:lryhm\' ::ﬁ:_v shirts Mr. Cathill
wotlld wear in the course of a lifetime,
supposing he liyed to the of seventy, |
aud how much he would disburse in
gotting his gocks washed during the
same period, and so forth, bhut these cal-
enlations only ampsed him for another
Then he yawned, <tared out
of the window, and was'startled by the
postman’s double knock. What devil
of vindietive mischief was it that mnde
s hinx whisper then: ** By Jove, I'll just
ranswer the old cad’s letter for him !

sace and found four letters in the box,
He left one, in ease a servant should
come up and colleet the delivery @ but

ing room where he had been working,
The breakfast things had not vet been
removed, and thers was some water in
the slop-basin, by means of which the

vl.‘][][)(.‘ﬂ.
would Be incorrects be thought only of |
having a lark, and paying out oid Cut-
bill for his snobbery.

The first letter was a printed invita-
tion to dine with a Peor; the second was
anote from a lady who signed herself
“ Flora Higeins,”' and wrote thanking
Mg, Cuatbill for a legal opinion he had
Fi\':.-n her in a friendly way, She al-
uded severnl times to  her danghter
Rose, who wnsso pleasord to hear Mr.

much Mr, Cutbill would look in soon to |
take a cnp of tea, and hear hor sing one
of his favurite songs which she bad been
practicing. The third letter wus in a
man's hanid, and referred evidently to

| kingdom for a horsd,

t the : arried into the din- |
HETRICL RN (e Gartbot] g 2 (it | asked Mr. Cutbill, with a blank look.

boy speedily ungummed the three en- |aud her daughter

William Rufus he ssked him st what
dute that monarch hnd ascended the
throne, He refused to lstlitle Carrote
son go into the Chambor of Horrors,
saving it wonld excite him. He bwie
him admire the noble brow of Richard
Cobden nnd took a mean advaniage
of the oceasion to bote him about free
tende,  Finally, be drew down on him-
self the contempt of Carrotson by mis-
yuoting Shakespeare ns they were sur-
veving Charles Kemble in the part of
Hamlet; “That's Hamlet saying: ‘ My
' remarked the
menducions lawyer.

At Drury Lane in the evening it was
worse, Little Carrotson derived some
amusement from the pantoraime, and
almost relented in his revengeful pur.
yoses; but the miserable lawyer re-
used to stay for the harlequinade. Ho
said that little boys ought not to be kept
out of their bcmfs after half-past ten.
Little Carrotson silently ground his
teoth, and from that moment Mr. Cur-

| bill's punishment was decreed  beyvonid

hope of pardon, The three letters were
posted in tha pillar-box of Dean's Yard
on the following day, when the boy re-
turned to school,

They were destined to have very re-
markable eftects on the lawyer's futnre.
In the first place there came to him on
the Friday morning a short but sweet
note from Mres. Higgins:

My DEAr Ma. Comnini—Your origingl and
amusing way of proposing for dene Hosa's

h.ul-} s mode us Lrth langh, but my belpvied
ohild {4 quite alive to the bonoe whioh you are

Little Carrotson slunk into the pas- | conforring on her, and I can promise you that

nli the alfection whish you lavish wupon hee
shill be sanply repaid in kind,  Plense come ul
once; she is walting for you.  Very fuithiully
yours, Frona Hicaiss,

“What the dence does this mean?”

He wrote at once for explangtions, and
then received a curt note, begeing him
to call at Mrs. Higgins'. That lady
magined that tha

To say that he felt the slight- | Iawyer cherished  the unchivalrons de-
est compunction at what he was doing | sign of retracing his proposal, and this

they were determined to prevent. Mr.
L, was eonfrontad with his own hand.
writing. Ile vowed it was not Lis, but
was driven at last 1o own that possibly
he had written the letter in his sleéep.
He had heard of such things happen-
ing, and though he did not believe he
l'was o somnambulist, he could not, of
| epurse, swear that such was not the
case,

 But if you wrote the letter in your

Cuthill’'s coldl was better, and hoped so | sleep, did it betray your unspoken

thoughts?" was the clever Mrs. Hig-
gins" next searching question. She
| smiled kindly as she said this, and Mr.
Cuthill gave in. After all, why
shouldn't he marry Rosa? He returned

some ditferénces that had srisen be-
tween Mr. Ontbill and the writer.  The

say that he trusted My Cuthill would

darstanding between them would now
cense,

It has been said that yonng Carrotson
was an intelligent boy. He proved itby
the ealm deliberation with which he now
went to work; for, having found a sam-
ple of Mr. Cutbill's handwriting in the
adjoining study, to which he repairea on
tip-toe, Ea applied himself during half
an hour to imitating that writing till he
He then indited
the three following answers to the law-
yer's correspondents, his face being as
sarious as. a Judge's whilst he wrote,
though there was a suspicious twinkling
in his eyes.

To the Peer he addressed himself

to Gower street an engaged man; but
by that time he had come to guess who

lutter—one Brown—wrote, however, to | was the culprit who had played him

this trick, and he thought with indigna-

frankly necept the explanntion ho had | tion of the precocious depravity evinoced
tendered, and that the painful misun- | by little Carrotson.

This was on the Satunlai. and Mr.
Cutbill had scarcely reached home when
Brown, his quondam friend, marched in
with & beaming face. It should be said
that this Brown had behaved very badly
to Cutbill, but now there was emotion
in his eyes as he advanced upon the
lawyer and foreibl ed his hand.
““You have acted nobly in forgiving me,
Cuthill. * * * Ishall never forget
it. * * * Nomore generous letter
than yours was ever penned; but
enough, I've brought a good appetite
with me,"

“1 don't in theleast understand you,"
Mr. Cutbill was about to say, coldly, but
he checked himself. Since Brown

thus:

“ My Lonp—Tt is very kind of you to invile
me to dinnoer, but Tam afraid | ennnot ucoept,
beoanse gineea I lnst saw von 1 have suddenly
:-hlmT-cl my political opinions and think i;'tll
re wltogether wrong about eversvthing. 1shall
b mip[’y to make friends with you again if
vou will agree to think wa L do; but, perbaps,
beine obstinats, you won't 1ike to do this,

" 8o no ﬂmm it preseut.  From your lord-
ship's obedlent servant, Loxa Corpinen,”

Next came Mrs, Higzin's turn:

UMy DeAR Mas, Higorss—Your kind lettor
hns piensed me 8o mueh becausaof its allusion
to disar Hoss. 1 am so fond of her that | have
been quite miserable from wondering all night

excuse the shukiness of my bhandwriting this
mornlog, T mm sure [ should make o gosd
husband it Rosa would promiae to keep my
washerwoman's hegount Fmpurl\' Bislnnoed,
1 am vory particalar about this. Ploase think
over the matter and let me have an early,
fuvorable answer, which will obllige, yours
truly, Loxa Corstie.”

P, B.—8houldn’t T Hko to eateh doar Hosa une
der the mistletoe,

The gentleman who wanted to be
reconclled to Mr, Cutbill came in for
this kindly missive:

“My DeAR Brows—1It was | who was in the
wrong all through our quarrel, so please eny
nothing more in the matter, 1 hivo a vile tem-
g:r, which I froely ascknowledge, and if you

d kicked mo down steirs whon we lust met
it would have served moe elght, though 1| might
huve objected at the timo,  Pray come to dine
with me om Satunlay oevening at seven o ol ovlk,
and we will have one of the best bottles of
champngne out of II'II\' gelflar. Don't troub
yourself to write and say you'll come, ns
shall Lniou af town te-morrow aml next day,
but will be buek In Yme for our dinuer, which
ghall be a rouser. Ever your h}:wl.

Cornin™

Little Carrotson put the letiers in en-
velopes, directed them and stamped
them with stamps of his own, after
which, having hesitated a8 moment, he
flung the three original letters into the |
fire, He had thought st fivst of restor-
ing them to their covers and laying
them on the lawyer's table, but he con-
cluded that the fun would be much

ater if he simply suppressed them.

e was seated by the fire, studying the
poliee reports in the Times, and looking

onacent ns possible, when My, Cufs
bill raturned homae, towdnd oné o'eldok
ow, i the lawyerhad behaved +dike
n gentleman'' for the mest of the day,
littlo Carrotson might have had merey

ou ldm.  Lhe boy w dopbt (ahout
I:::a'l%‘ iﬁﬁh!e‘nm‘s' 1?3 P{:d i;#t:.-h. nndd
wpt them in his pocket like loaded
wenpons, ready for veprisals if My, Cat-
bill “checked™ him wny further. Un-
fortunately, the lawyar was a dull per-
som, and committed blunder upon biun- |
derin deal with his small but sonsi-

tive guest. took him to the Tussaud l
show, but opposite the wax efligy of

praised him for his generosity, it was as
well to take credit for snch a rave virtue,
Brown had evidently come to dinner,

| and as the lawyer always dined well,

his sudden arrival did not matter much.
But over their wine, by-and-by, when
the two gentlemen had quite cemented
their reconciliation, Mr, Cuthill thought
it best to tell the truth, and avow that it
was to a pestilent Westminster boy,
named Carrotson, that he was indebted
for the pleasure of having Brown to
dine at his table. © As if to corroborate
that assertion, that very evening's post
brought a latter from the lawyer's third
c!-)rrcspunduut. the Peer, which ‘ran
thus:

“My Dean Mu, Corninr—What on oarth (s
the meaning of the Inclosed note, which, 1 pro-
sume, is n forgery? Yours, truly, [ 6 i

A visit which Mr, Cutbill paid to West-
minster School on the Monday night
might have had distressing consequences
for little Carrotson, but for Mrs. Hig-
ging' interforence, As it was, the law-
i‘ur only went for the purpose of asking
10w many letters Carrotson had though
proper to write in his aame, and he
smiled—rather a grim swile, though—
in eautioning the boy ?gnimft practieal
jokes for the future. Lintle Carrotson

d the lesson well to héart. He got
many a welcome reminder to this end
from denr Ross, who, after her mar-
ringe, becoma his ally, and often invited
him to dine in Gower street, where she
F‘m‘a him mo washing biils to balance,
hut treated him like 8 man, and tipped
him sovereigns, earning in responso his

| unqualified opinion as to her being a

* brick."" —Graphic,
————r - ——

—Twelve boxes of yotng monkeys ar-
rived at New York recently. They were
soans;ck;l “llxlkumiwll; ¢ over, hawled and
caoughe ike babigs. Ameng them
wuuift two holy moukeys! ‘warshiped
by certain African tribes. They—the
monkeys, not the tribes—are covered
with long, soft, white hair. The im-
porter said there waren't monkeys
enough in this country to supply the
demand. They die of consumption at
the rate of five hundred annuvally,—
Chicago Times,

=g o S akeng A LR

—Mury Swain had her “spine twisted"
in a crowded car of the Continental Pas-
senger Railway, at Philndelphla, and a
court awarded her 812,000 damages.
This i3 probubly the lagest back pay
ever drawn by & woman.—Free Press,

1ouths’ Department.

THE SELFISI OYSTER.

Thore onos was n aclfiah olid Oystor,
Who Hye! Nk 1 mouk in A elojster,
Safely hodssd In his shell
Eike the monk (n bis oell,
Thingh the ivalve' s apartiment was molster,

Anchored tight {5 the mad of tho Lay
Dnis lazy oW party A1 stay.

Nor oarod he to ronm

Yory far froon his home;
For exertiun, ho thougbt, did not pay.

And you will be wondering, T think,
What he did for his vietunls and deink.
Waull, the Oysior was aly,
And when vonng ermbs cama hy,
He would entel thiem ns quiok as g wink.

Thon i him the poor dimis hivd to stay,
Till in time they ‘h:n! metted sway.

Bo the Oyvster gor fattor,

And the erabs—bul oy matter—
For orubs buve no souls, people say.

And ohn ™ #ald the Oveter, aplil hey
"What 8 lueky old ysets § el

Like o King o his pride

1 wait here. amnd the tile
Every day brings iny living to me

But thers enme n grim Stir-fsh, who spled
Our friond Jying dat on his sido;

For l‘:u- 4 LATR lr olil sinner

Hhadd Juast bl Bis ke,
And now eould not run had ho tried,

Witha -vrln-; to tha Oyster he onmae,

And he threw his fAve grod cound the game,
Hn shut off his hroath,
Andd hir sgueered him to death.

Then he wte B, noe folt any shnme.

Thoe point of this atovy, my dones,

Just “ns plain e plliostn ™ appoenra,
Bat plesso give ateation,
While brletly I ment on

The murdl ggain, FOr Your onrs,

Don't be greedy und Hve hut to eat,
Caring only for recid and for meat;
Nor solfishly dwell
Allnlone In your sholl—
Don't e oystors, In short, | ropont,

But you'll #nd it much bettor for you
To be kipd, pod unsclfah, and tegeg
Then you'll not nek n friend
Your onuse to defond,
When n Stur-lish volls int) your view,
—fieorge J. Wibster, in St. Nicholas,

ZAISING HIS OWN FRUIT.

An Example for Boys in the Coantry.

T think there never was a bov who
did not love to eat every kind of fruit!™™

This sage remurk was made by Fred
Canfield to his elder brother as they
looked wistfully over the fence between
their own fruitless garden and Mr.
Black's very tempting orchued, which in
the proper season produced abundantly
apples, pears, grapes, peaches, plums,
apricots and all the small fruits own
to the intelligent pardener,  Just ut that
moment Mr. Black himself appeared
among the trees; and Fred, forgetting
his usual modesty, called out: *Mp.
Black, may T take some of these apples
that hang over the fonce?"

For some unaccountable reason the
gentleman spoken to was not in his
usual mood of generosity, and, answer-
ing the boy quite roughly, replied:
“ Why don't you grow apples for your-
self " Poor Fred, who was already
mmil:f; towards the attractive tree,
turned quickly away, and the tears
started in his eyes.

*I told you not to ask him," said his
brothers, reproachfully, *‘but you paid
no attention to me; you will mind me,
next time, I think."

*1 will have fruit of my own, next
timel" eaid Fred, suppressing a soband
drying his tears lest any one might see
his mortifieation; for a" spirit of inde-
endence had been nwaLened by the
ate affront.

* There isnot a tree in our garden,"’
said his brother, *and you know the
place is not our own; if you were to
lant trees you might never eat the
ruit.”  “It will be good for other boys
then,” said Fred, with determination in
lis tona. “I will plant them, and I
may eat of the fruit, too!"

His brother lavghed at this newly-
formed resolution; but it only fixed
more firmly Fred's manly and indepen-
dent decision, and he began at onee to
learn the senson for planting the difter-
ent kindsof frait-trees,  Without losing
4 duy, he was soon at work laying outa
bed for stranwberries. The plants were
woeured from a neighbor, who  was
digging up some of his and who said
that any one who wanted them might
have them.

Fred next fonnd two nice apple trees
growing wild in the wood. As they
wore just the size for transplanting,
when November came he  removed
them to his little  govden. A young
plum tree was dug up from the fence,
with his nelghbor's permission, and sav-
eral pench trecs, which came up of
themselves the spring before, and stood
in n eluster in the back vard —<all were
transplanted 1o the new gurden. . Some
grape-vineg cuttings  were carefully
planted in a dgmp eorner near a high
wall, and a cherry tree from the road-
side found its place in Fred's orchard in
the carly spring.

Our hu.l'v gardener was morg and
more interested day by day, as he
wutched the growth of his' trees. His
delight was boundless, however, when
he saw the strawberries put forth blos-
soms.  “Now,” said he, *1shall say
nothing about. them till they are ripe,
and then surprise mother with a dish of
strawberries and cream,”

Fred was not sparing with the water-
ing-pot, and when other boys were
romping along the street, he was found
in his garden, pulling up weeds, train-
ing his grape-vines, or, after sunset,
sprinkling the &nw plants with water.
In the measn ¢ learned how to
graft and bud his trees and, when an
opportunity offéred, he added another
tree or picked up some new' information
about the enltivation of fruit

The fourth of July had come, bright
and lovely, after a heavy rain of, the
ight before,  Fred was ont in his gar-
3..-1; at suurise, for he expected some-
thing of Intevest there,  Imagine his

redd with ripe clwsters,  He gathered

some of the fnest, and by the time
hreakinst was ready he had a dish of
Leautiful berries placed by his mother's

plate. She, too, was delighted,
praiseid the fruit.  All the family toste
them, of course, and his little sister
clapped her hands and said: *How
nice, to have fruit growing in our own
garden ™

Fred's vints bore some bunches of
grapes the second yoar, and the grafts
which he zet in the young trees all, did
well  His garden was a source of great
pleasurs to him, and he pover tired of
showing to his friends his thriving and
yromising orchard. In a few yvears Le
Imu{ !lill:i‘“i and poars, cherries and
plums, apricots Iln(\ peaches, and differ-
ent kinds of small frnit.  No wonder the
boy was proud to hear his mother tell a
friend from a distance: * We seldom
buy fruit now; Fred grows it all in our
own garden.”

This little gardener had now grown
up to be a young man, and his father
il procured for him a situation in 8
business honse in a distant town. 1
wunt to go very much,’’ said he, ** but
what will become of my garden when I
am awny

o will take enre of it," said his little
brother, **and if it is not a8 fine when
vou return as when you leave it you
can blame me for negloct.™

Though Frod grew up and prospered
in other pursuits, his gurden never lost
its attractions and pleasant memories,
and when, in after yoars, he revisited
the home of his boyhood, before taking
a seab in the house, he had to take a
ramble through the gavden, to look at
the trees which his "own hands had
plazited years before,

If the thousands of boys who read this
would follow this boy's example, they
would find a useful and delightful occu-
pation for their spare moments, and
their work would be a source of inex-
haustible pleasure to the end of life.
The froitis sweetest of all when the
trees that bear it has been planted by
our own hauds.—Rev. B, H. Craig, in
N. Y. Obscrver,

The Best Kind of Fooling.

Jack and Kitty sat by the fire one
windy March evening, popping corn.

Tl you what, Kitty,” said Jack.
“T've thought of a boss April-fool joke
to play on that new hoy across the road.
He's so honest and solemn, you can fool
him just ns ensy.™

“+What is it # "

“Oh, I'll take a chip and writo on it
*April-Fool," and wrap it in arpaper,
then I'll put another paper on the out-
side of that, and so on, lots and lots of
papers till I have a big bundle, I'll
write on the outside, 'l'fv.nr\' Johnson,
from a friend,” and the last 1fsin)._'l before
I go to bed the night before April-Fool's
day I'll run over awd hang it on their
door-knob,”

*Won't some of them see you 2"

“Nodanger. They always go to bed
early over there. I suppose hecanse his
mother is too e to sit up and burn
out wood and lights, But they get up
early in the morhing. He'll go out to
the pump for some water, and find the
bung.lu. and he'll think he's got some-
thing nice. Won't he be well fooled
when he gets it all undone and finds
nothins but a chip "

‘“He's got a sister not quite as big as
I am,” remarked Kitty, not seeming to
flﬁ?r into the sport as heartily as Jack

* Come here,” children,” called their
mother from the sitting-room: * and
rn est an improvement on Jack's
plan. I dare say . Johnson would
remember that it was the fivst of April,
and tell Henry not to expect tofind any-
thing In his bundle. Boa surer way
to fool him would be to ‘put something
inside. There are the rubber-boots youn
had last year, you know, Jack, and
they were so smull you only wore them
a trifle. Youn might do them up for Hen-
ry, and they would be very niee for him
to wanr in this spring mud.

* Mother,”" said Kitty, * there are
my copper-toed boots that 1 outgrew
lust year. Couldn't I putthem infor the
little girl?"

** Certainly, dear.”

Notmnny evenings after, you might
have senn Jack and Kitty very busy in
the kituhen, The rubber-boots and cop-
pur-toed ones were tied up ina snug
piwkage, and over that was wrapped no
end of pupers, till the bundle was al-
most a8 Jnurgee us Kitty herself. Jack
wrote the address, and” ran over with it
at bed-time, as he proposed. The Wid-
ow Johnson's light had been out for an
hour, for the ﬂllhdl‘t‘ﬂ had kept wateh.

She found the bundle when she first
rot up the next morning, and carried it
n to the children.  ** You must remems-
ber it is the frst of April," she said,
with a smile, “and you mustn’t expect
to find much in this, if it s heavy.”

' Oh yes, it 4s April-Fool's day, Isn't
it?" laughed Henry, ** Well, they can’t

delight when he saw his strawborries |

fool us now, can they, Sis? But we'll
undo the papers. They'll come hand
for a good many things, and we sh
| find a stone or a brick at the last end.”
| 8o the children had lots of sport un-
wrapping the ps'g:m. and they were
most thoroughly foolad when at last the
very boots they had so much necded
eame to view.
*1'd like to be fooled this way every
ear,” cried Henry, storming sbout in
new boots,
**8o would I," chimed in his little
sister, looking happily down at the cop
per-toes.— Youth's Companion.

—It requires no great streteh of cons
stlence to explain why we have had such
a vast oxoess of weather—such extremes
of hest and cold, wet and dryness—this

_::l"r ns ﬂompl:M w‘ll.g prftv&::u years.

mnrly B art of | appro-

| priation {or 'II:EG n;:'uthnl' bnmmpl:nu

embezzled; now it is all expended for

woather. Hence the superiluity.—7%as
| flousehold
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huTThB sunflower craze is coming to &
i,
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